KABLOONA
his impudicity was hidden, and the constant and unceasing
repetition of the drum-beat sent his audience into a sort of
trance. After an hour of dancing and dramming, the men and
women round him had been worked up to a pitch of hysteria*
The more lubricious and exhilarated the old man grew, the
more the entranced women fell into an ecstatic rigidity. Stand-
ing with closed eyes, rigid to a point that seemed to simulate
rigor mortis, they chanted an endless refrain on two notes while.
Ailennak bounded, crouched, sprang up again, and then
squatted with glazed eyes as if never would he be able to come
out of his delirium. The drum seemed to grow larger and larger
until it filled the igloo, and as it rose in the air and fell again
each time to earth, an intolerable impression of its weight was
suggested by the rise and plunge of the drum. Now and then
the old man seemed about to stop for lack of strength. Then
the whole audience would come suddenly out of its trance and
shout to urge him on. He went on till he could do no more,
and of a sudden he stopped dead, the drum hanging from his
inert wrist. The air seemed to clear at once; the distorted faces
and rigid bodies became normal; but the effect was still to send
the audience back to their tents to continue their erotic exercises.
None of this was for me; not the sport nor those who engaged
in it. These were not the Eskimos I could be happy among.
They were already half-way on the road to civilization, pos-
sessed treasures, hunted with rifles, could add and subtract, and
some traded at the Post on open account. Whereas I myself
wore the untrimmed furs of King William Land, scarcely one
of them but he paraded round in a kuliktak covered with orna-
mental tails and sewn together of furs of different colours. When
they came visiting to the Post their gloves hung at their sides
from long cords of braided and vaxi-coloured wool that passed
under their collars and round their necks at the back. Like
circus monkeys, they sat in chairs, ate only 'first quality' bis-
cuits, smoked what we called tailor-mades, and all their gestures
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